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CHAPTER 1.

fingham for years.

H

| ILARY KINGETON had been sahot,

Ol4 Hilary had been a familiar figure In the village of Wof-
The eccentricity of his gray derby hat, his
beotling gray brows, his always freah gray gloves, his erect,

rather heavy old figure, singled him out from the mass of com-
mutdrs that thronged the eity traine

Hilary.
Jude's ho was never seen without It.

The gray derby was a part of old

Except on those rare otcasions when he attended service at Bt.

He lived on tha hill above the village, with his daughter—had ltved

thera for ten years,

The Hall was beautiful, but old Hilary received no

visitors, returnsd no advances. Visitoras thought this curious. The villagers,
prosperous business men with smart wives, shrugged their shoulders. The

man’'s housa wha his own.
the town could get along with him,

If he found that ha conld do without thas town,

Thers was no mystery about the Hall, and little curiosity. Cars going

to the ecuntry club passed under the
brick wall of {ta Italian garden. Thalr
occupants  pometimes  eaught [}
glimpss of Elinor Kingston thers,
reading In a rose arbor, wandering

smong her peonies and Irls In the wr

spring, or cutting sprays of phlox In
midsumensr

The men thought her rather lovely;
The women, odd, with her blond hair
and dark eyes, Tho assistant rector
of 8L, Jude's, new come to the village,
met her face to face on one of his
long country walks, & month or so
bafore old Hilary's death, and could
not forget her,

He led the conversation to her that
night at & dinner,

“An exquisite face,” he described
har, "but sad, simost tragioally sad.”

“Mond ™ The lady on his right wan
& Mra. Hryant. In honor of the new
apaistant roctor, who cama of fine
family and was A distinot aequiaition
to the village, she wore the Bryant
ponr shaped poarl, She spoke rather
curtly, I should not eall her ex-
quisite—but you prohably met Elinor
Kingston, 1iar saduness Is & pose, 1
balleve; she has everything ehe
wants."

The asalstant rector was young but
very wise. So he spoke no more of
Elinor untll the women had left the
table. Then he ventured again.

“Don't join the army of those of us
who worship from afar”" advised the
youth who had moved up besids him.
“She's the Jovellest thing in this part
of the country. But, except our saint-
od rector, no one ever gets to put a
foot on the place It's exclusiveneas
to the nth power, and then some.
There's & lot of talk, of course, or used
to be. Old Kingston brings his ser-
vants from New York, and, sxcept sn
elderly housekeeper, nons of them
speak English. They used to say
around here that he was a refuges,
but that's all rot. He's a stingy old
dotard, afrald soms handsome youth
like myself will captivate whe girl
That's all thers s to IL.”

The assistant rector, whose nams
was Ward, smiled perfunctorily. In-
stead of the gleaming tabls, apread
with flowers and ocandlss, with the
gay colors of cordiald and liqueurs, he
was seelng a girl etanding at the turn
of & country road and gazing down
iate the vallsy and the distant village
with sombre eyes. . . .

Faith, hope and dharity, and the
greatest of thess ls faith. Faith In
ourselves, faith In those around us,
and that sublimest faith of all whiah
trusts in Something Beyond. To all
men is given such falth at the begin-
ning of life, and some kesp It to the
end. But hers and there ls ons wWho
has lost it, who cannot turn his eyes
up and scy, “Lord,
' had not kept the faith.

Years ago he had not been evil, He
had gona from philosophy into nnbe-
llef, that routs which all’must travel,
Put, unlike the many, he had not

Socis’lem he had drifted to anarchy.
Te rob the rich and give to the poor,
st first. Later on, o reb the rich, to
incite seditions, to arm the rebellious

aresd. “For the oppressed” had been
at first the slogan of the band he
gathered around him, “Against the
oppressor’” it became later om. Vastly
different the two. Most of human
charity and kindliness lay ecrushsd
down and trampled underfoot during
old Hilary’s progress from Christ to
Aatichrist.

The band had been gathered with
much care. Respectability, order de-
corum—thess spelled safety to old
Hilary's astuts mind. Most of them
were younger sons of Engllsh landed
tamilies, with a eprinkling of the
other natlonalities. Young Huff was
an Australlan, for Instance, the son
of & wealthy sheep-owner, Boroday
the Russisn—implicated in the bomb-

L

throwing that destreyed the midistar
of war—was & nobleman. Old Hilary
had got him out of SBiberia during
those early days when he righted
what, ta his erooked mind, wers
BN,

ora were twalve In the band at
the beginning, and for five years
thera ware no changes, Then cams
ths kidnapping and holding for ran-
som of Mackintosh ths banksr In
Town, and the unexpected calling out
of the Siate militin. The band had
hidden Mackintosh in a desertsd
mina and threa of the band went
down In the shooting that followsd
his discovery. In the looting of Tif-
fany'as vaults, which has never besn
published, & Frenchman namad Du-
proa was killad; and only recently
A tire had burst aMar ths holding
up of the ecar of the Governor of
Dealawars, and their car, ovarturning,
had crushed Jerrold, the meschanio of
the band and old Hilary's chauffeur.
One way and another, thers wers
only five laft: Talbot and Lethbridge
the Englishmen, Boroday, Huff and
old Hilary himself, And old Hilary's
hour was almost coms,

014 Hilary lived well, as hs m'ght.
His foreigm servants wers artinta. He
liked good food, good wines, good
books. He even had a few plotures—
from tha leading galleries of Europe
Heo hung them in the houss at Woft-
Ingham, with a cynical amlile.

“Safest place in the world,” he sald
to old Henristte, who protestad. *“The
vilage has never even heard of them!"”

And e in this atmosphare with
which he surrounded himself, of fine
living and wrong thinking, of athelam
ralsed almost to religion, of no law
and no Christ, old Hilary had brought
up his daughter. He had been proud
of her In his way; abaoclutsly ssifish,
too, Bbe bad no other companion.
He taught her his unbellef, polnting
out the churchgosrs, as thsy drove
togsther on BSunday mornings, as
slaves to & myth. Also, ha taught
her to hats a lls, and to give alms,
Early in her life thelr drives to-
gothar bad been punctuated with
questions,

“But If my mother’is dead, where
is aha?"" aaked Elinor on one of them.

Old Hilary had syed her from un-
der eyebrowa that wers alroady gray,

“fhe llves in the memories of those
that knew and loved her.”

“But I never knew her. Then for
me she doesn't Uvel But Mademol-
stlla"—— she checked hersalf. Bus-
plelon had bean dawning In ald
Hilary's syes,

“Death Is the end,” he sald tarssly,
and quoted Darwin and Haeckel to
her. But at the end of the drive he
interviewsd Madamoisells, and sant
her flylng to her chamber, where
from under the carpet beneath her
bureau she got her rosary and wept
over It.

Elinor was twenty thes year her
father died, a alender girl, fond of
flowers, rather a dreamer, Wall edu-
eated, too. Old Hllary bad seen to
that; she knew Malato, Hasckel,
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Pakunin; spoks French and Bpanish
—Hllary had spent much time In Cen-
tral America belping the Insurgents:
it was he who financed the Insur-
rection In Northern Mexico—and
wrote fluently the form of shorthand
that her father had devieed aa &
means of communication between the
leaders of the band. A keeh-eyed,
wistful-mouthed alip of a girl, shut
off in the great houss on the hill
above Woffingham; living hear life
of blg theories and amall duties, cal-
loused to robbery and wiolant deads,
and viewing wistfully from her win-
dows the little children In the road
below, \

CHAPTER 1I.

CE a year the asscoiation

closed its books, During all

of the June before old Hil.

ary’s sudden death Elinor

had beem busy arranging
figures, collecting data In the oryp-
tio shorthand she knew, Then, on
the 1st of July, Hllary gave his an-
nual dlnnar,

The band, from twelve, was down
to five. Boroday, the Russian, glano-
ing around the table, shrugged his
shoulders. It was the chance of the
game they played, and peroentages
would be larger. Nevertheleas there
was A welght of depression over
them all.

Elinor was at her fathar's right,
simply dressed. The dlnners were al«
ways a trial to her. Bhe was palpl-
tatingly anxious that the papers be-
fors old Hilary be in order and acou-
rate. They were her work. The
despor significance of the meating
she wam not so much ignorant of as
profoundly indifferent to. If Ther
father did a thing, 1t took on order,
beacame law,

Thers were present Talbot and
Lethbridge, the Englishmen; Boro-
day, whose rescus from Biberia had
made him o!'d Hilary’s henchman;
and young Huaff, Huff waa tha mech-
anician. He had been trained in the
Bleriot works; aeroplansa to wireless,
automoblies to automatic pistols, he
know them--all makes, all grades. If
old Hilary was the brains, Huff was
the hands of ths band.

He st beside Elinor and watched
her with worshipping eyea. Perhaps
1t waa as wall that old Hilary was in-
tent on his food and on the business
in hand.

The routine of the annual dinner
soldom wvarled. Five of them then,
that last dinner around the table, in
evening clothes, well set up, spare,
three of them young, all temperats,
honorable sbout women—as polishad,
as harmleas in appearance, as death-
dealing, as the gleaming projeotils of
a 12-inch gun!

First old Hilary went over the
books. It might have besan ths board
meoting of some respactable bank.
Ho stood at his end of the table, and
the light from the chandalier fall full
on him.

“l have to report, gentlemen,” he
would say, “a falrly suoceasful year."
This s where it differed from s bank.
The association had had no bad years,
"While our axpenses have been heavy,
returns have been correspondingly
00" And so on, oareful linea of fig-
ures, outlays and returns, to the end.
For old Hilary was BSecretary and
Treasurer as well as President.

This time, when he had reached the
and of what was to be his last report,
he paused and cleared his throat.

“Unfortunately, that Is not all, gen-
tilsmen. ‘Nothing can we call our
own but death' And it la my sad
duty to report, this last ysar, thes loss
of thres of our number, A calamitous
year, gentlemen."

He might have besn a trustes, Ia-
menting the losa of valued support-
ors to a hospital!

Afterward, In the ltbrary, with Ell-
nor embroldering by tha fire, they
cashed In. They dealt only in cash.
Becuritiea were dangerous. Once or
twice Boroday had successfully ne-
gotlated with a fence In Paris, but
always under old Hilary's protest.

The routine never nml.'llur
unlooked the door to & winding stalr-

returning shortly with the oash
bokes. Thée money waa divided on

packer; a shipment of guns and am-
munition to Central Amerioa—thus It
went,

Although they preferred only
money, now and then the loot In-
clufed jewels. By commeon oconsent
such gema, atrippad of thelr wettings,
were put aside for Flinor. They
meant nothing to her, Had any one
told her that for several years her
ahars had been greatsr in actual
valus than all the monay that had
fallen to her father she would not
have belleved It. & ¢ ¢

Four dayw or so after the annual
meetings the rector of 8t. Jude's was
always asked to dinner. And although
the reverend gentleman would under
normal circumstances have been fish-
Ing In Canada, he never weal until
this function was over. WFor old
Hilary, datesting bis cresd, pespected
the man. A certain peroantage, then,
of old Hllary’s ahare went over the
library table, after the dinner, t4 the
rector.

“Use It whera It will do the most
good,” he would say.

“The church organ——

"“Not a cent to the chureh ergan!
Buy the youngsters a playground, or
~bulld & lying-in ward ian the hos-
pital.”

Elinor's mother had dled in ohild.
birth,

The Iast check had been unusually
xenerous. The rector, who had been
smoking one of old Hilary's ehoice
cigars, put it down and faced his host
resolutely. It took courage.

“Mr. Kingston,” hs sald "the
¢hurch neads men like you. Why be
& Christlan in the spirit and—avold
the letter?”

*Tut.” Old Hilary ross and looked
down at him. *“I am like all gam-
blers. This annuat check to your
poor is the sop 1 throw to luck.
That's all, sir.”

And his tons closed the disoussion.
The word “gambler” worried the rec-
tor, He thought over it on his way
down the hill to the rectory. But his
poor werp very poor. He cashed the
cheok the next day. . .,

Elinor was in the library that sunny
August day when they brought old
Hilary to her. Bhe had never sesn
death befors, axcept on the streets of
Mexico, and for a good many years
bs bhad been all she bhad—since her
Inst governess, in fact, had bean dls-
coyered secreting the rosary and had
been word-scourged from the house
In tears, Bhe had fainted, and wrin-
kisd Henristte lnld her on & couch,

Boroday, the Russian, had brought
the body home, and now he stood,
looking down at Ellnor and stroking
bis Engllsh-cut beard.

“He eoxpsotad It, Henrlettsa,” he
sald. "He thought it would have
come sooner, in the Parksr matter.
I wonder"——

He glanced through the open door
to ths bllllard-room, where old Hil-
ary‘'s body lay on the table. He was
minded, was Boroday, to wonder
many things—whether, after all, old
Hilary's dauntless spirit had gone out
ke & lamp, or If—

This white and oarven thing in the
next room, with stiffening handa and
the gray derby at its feet, surely
thers was no myatery about it. This
was not old Hilary; that wae all. But
where then was old Hilary? The
Russian, who had been ralsed within
the pale and on an ancient faith, and

who had now lost his beat friend, felt
ATl the bitterness of his unbaliat,

Elinor atirred.

“He will have to b buried.” sald
Heonriette. “The news has gons
through the town. The asasistant reo.
tor of the church has telephonsd, and
is on his way hers now., What am I
to dot

“Leot them bury him as they will™
mid Boroday., “"What doea It mattar?
He would himsslf have seen the
bumor of t."

Hilary Kingwton had been shot dur.
ing the daylight robbery of the
Agrarian Bank messenger. He was
shot as an Ianocent bystander, and
waa referred to by the preas as phil-
anthropiet and martyr. So much for
years of caution and the annual gift
to Baint Juda's.

An & matter of faot, the Agrarian
Affalr was oalamitous In esveral
wayn. It bore too close & resemblance
to a At. Louis matter of saveral years
back, In which Boroday bhad come
under suspiolon,

On a Tuesday morning, the oash be-
ing more than the bank cared to have
about, §110,000 was sent to the Claar-
ing Houss, Two clarka from the bank
accompanisd the messenger, who
went by taxioab.

There are two direct routes to the
Clearing Houss, one along one of the
groat avenues, the other through the
newspaper dlstrict. Hers, at 1030 In
the moraing, things are rather quist,

exoept for wvans dellvering rolls
of paper, there is little trafMe.

The taxicab went by this latter
route, Opposite the Rscord office,
where ths pressas stood, silant mon-
aters walting to leap, old Hilary
Kingston was standing, kid gloved
and wearing the gray derby hat he
affected. As the taxioab bore down
toward him hes halled It,

“Tax!!™ he called,

The taxicab alowed down. Old Hil.
ary, seoing it cooupled, waved it oft
with his stick. But it had come to a
full stop. Thore was an alleyway be-
slda the Racord dullding, and now
three men ran out from thers, and
thrust revolvers through the open
windows of the cab, After that It
waa hot work., Marshall of the dank
went Back with a dullet through his
lung. The bank messenger fired
pointhiank, and missed his target;
but old Hilary, gray derby and all,
went dowm wheare he stood, twemty
feot away. The uninfured clerk had
an automatic gun, and swept a cirole
with it over the bag which lay at his
fest. There was no getting inside
that ring of death, The bandils re-
treated, firing as they ran, and
climbed Into an automoblle up the
street.  When the reportars in the
Record office wakened to the fact that
there was a story under their win-
dows, the strest was clear, Only old
Hilary lay dead on the pavement,
with & bullet in his head.

The chauffeur of the jaxioad drove
madly to the hospital With Marshall,
who was dying, and then to police
quariers, where he gave himsalf up.
He waas released, of courss. Hia name
was Walter Huff. He was shown to
be ‘s new man, but sober and indus-
trious, ons of the beat drivers In
the employ of the taxicadb company. It
‘was also shown that Hilary Kingston
had halled him; Huff explained hie
stopping. Mr. Kingston was a regu-
lar patron; he had meant to tell him
that in five minutes he would come
back and pick him up.

Huff was under surveillance for

three days His eonduvot was ime
peccable.

CHAPTER I,

was, after all, the assistant
tor of Bt Jude's who
came up the hili that hot
August day, The news of
old Hilary's death had come
down from the city on early train.
The rector was away on his deferred
flahing trip, whers, having exchanged
his clerical collar for none at all and
having blistered the snd of his ecale-
slastical nose he wes quite happy.

The assistant, Mr. Ward, whistled
as ha climbed the hill. Aa the hill
was stesp, this proved two things—
his youth and his Hghtnes of heart.
Trus, old Hilary Kingston was dead,
and vioclently done to death, But to
Mr, Ward death was but the gateway
to & larger life; and only very sad In
the young, whe have not yet lived.

Mr. Ward was young., A broad-
thouldered young man, with olear,
rather deep-aet oyes and a fArm
mouth. The people of HL Jude's
prophesied that the world would hear
of Mr. Ward, Thare was only one
bar to his progress: he had toe much
humor., It seamed to the peopis of BL
Jude's that religion is & serious thing,
fgorgetting that good chesr Is one of
the things it must bring, an #t be
religion

Bo Mr., Ward alimbed the hill and
whistled. One may think while whis-
tiing. He thought of the eriaket olub,
and of the injustios of his arreat the
dny bafore for speeding hils car. From
that to old Hilary's Frenoh machine,
and a wonder it it would be scld now
—and #o0 to Ellnor. HWe young
and vigorous, and Elinor's face had
been but a temporary obsesaion, Nav-
ertheless, an he approached ths house
his heart beat a Hitle faster. Boro-
day met him in the hall, Old Hilary
wns upsatairs by that tima, lying n
his great bed. All the doors and win-
dows wers open, and sunshine filled
the rooms. Ward thought it an un-
usually sans housa of mourning.

“T'm giad to ses the aun" he mid.
“So many peopls ciose things uwp.”

“Miss Kingnaton wished things un-
disturbed.”

“I eams up to tell har~but T sup-
poss sho dossn’'t care to ses any one—
the reetor Is away on a hollday, I'l
wirs him, of courss."

Boroday Iad the way Into the N.
brary where the rector had so re-
cantly recalved his cheak. He turned
and syed Ward,

“Why bring the wvector back?™ he
paked. “It Ia a little late for—the
ecomforts of religion.'”

“Mr. Kingnaton gave lavishly to the
odurch., whatever the church can
do™e—

“I rather think,” sald Boroday po-
litely, “that he gawve, not to the
church, but to the poor.”

“ Inasmuch as ye give unto one of
the least of these,'"™ Ward replied,
and returned Boroday’'s gasze.

Elinor had pulled herssif together.
By the one standard that had ruled
her life ahe acted now—her father's
wishen.

Ward, brought face to face with
her, found her unapproachable, calm,
almoat cool. Found her very lovely,
too, and let his ardent young eyea
rest on har oftensr than was wise,
Her situation appsaled to him. Bhe
seomed to be quite alons, save for the
Russian with the beard.

“If 1 ean do anything,” bhe sald,
“wire to your relatives—anything of
that sort™—

“I have no relatives. My mother
died when I was born, I—I have a
curious feallng that sverything in the
world has stopped—as though I'd
reached the end of things."

It seamad to Mr, Ward that he
should offer some of the comfort of
hia faith to this shrinking, wide-ayed
girl before him. But what? Rumors
had come to him, of couree.

"Death s only & tragedy when we
think of it s an end and not as be-
ginning,” he sald. "It is always sad.
I hope you understand that I know
bow terribls all this is for you. But
to have lived one's life, aotive and
well and useful to the end, and than
to depart, in the fulness of daya, for
new activitisse—somewbhere else''—

Elinor shivered in the warm sun-
shins.

“You ses,” she satd drearily, “1 do

not bellave thosa things. 1 should
like to just now.” Then, almost de-
flantly: "He was useful, You will

pnever know the thinge he did that
were halpful. But perhaps we would
not agree on that, elther.”

b b L
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Tha Russian waa walking up and
down ths hall, impassive, watchful
Under his stolcal indifference, he was
suffering torturea. A bullet from the
automatic had gons through his left
arm graxing the bone. Luckily, the
bullst was not In the wound. Hearl-
eite had bathed and cleansed it, but
ha was in agony. He was suffering
paln, bareavement, defeat. His face
axpressed ‘'only decorous and conven-
tional regret.

Now and then hs nuul in at the
Iibrary door, but generally he watohad
the road up the hill. As he had
watchad tha Churoch ascending, so
now at any tims might come Law.
He would be prepared,

He had grown a baard sinos the 8t
Louls matter. That would help. And
he had waited to petura and clalm
old Hilary’s body, untll the Record
extra Had announced his killing.
Walking up and down the wide hall,
his kean mind was going back, detail
by detall, over the day. Talbot and
Lathbridge in the car had kept on.
They had had changes of clothing
In the machine. By mow they sheuld
ba at the country club, and haifway
around the links. The oar, with Ita
changed llocsnss plates, would be
standing In the sminently respectable
country club garage.

Ward had risen. He towered far
abov Inor. Becauss of his heavy
shoulders, ha never looked his full
h.mt. uw. h th‘. ﬂl'ﬂ“l‘.
stola & moment from his anxieties to
find the young clergyman every inch
A man, and to throw him ths grodging
admiration of defeated middle-age for
youth and vibrant life.

““Then 1 ahall not ssnd the rector?™

“Plaass, no.”

“In there anything at all that T can
do?" -

Elinor looked out at the corridor,
where Horoday's restless syes wers
ones more on the road.

“Do the—ths polios know about
thia?"

“Surely. 1 suppose you have besn
told about what happened.”

“They will tell ms nothing.”

‘There was a cAr coming up the hill
That would bs it. Boraday sased his
aching He d4ild not dare »
swing, but the hand waa thrust in
the pockst of his coat. If only the
homorrhage did not start againl He
braced himseM and watched,

"It was a robbery, you know that,”
sald Ward, (n the library. He ploked
bis words earefully, “As I got the
story, a taxicab on its way to the
bank was held up near the Record
office. Your father had stapped to
the ourd to hall the taxi, and-—it
happensd then, a—a stray bullet from
ons of the bandit's guna.”

Boraday, eyss on thes ecar, heard the
statemant, and, with the Chief com-
Ing up the steps from the road to
the gurden, took the time to repudi-
ate ft.

“Pardon me!" he sadd. “It was not
A woapon in the hands of the bandits.
It was the revolver of the bank mes-
senger.”

Ward turned In surpriss. Boro-
day’s syss wers fixed on Nilnor's,
with reassurance fin their depths.
The aseistant reotor was not subtle,
but he had & curious fesling of some-
thing behind all this. He was un-
comfortables,

“1 trust,” he sald sarnestly, “that
these various cutrages will ba at an
end now. Burely the police”—

“Posalbly.” The Anarchist's gass
wandsred to the garden, whers sven
then the Chisf was making his way
toward ths houss. *“Of courss, these
bandits are trained men of unusual
intelligence. If the polios were of In-
telligence to cope with them'——

"Toat
* “They would not be on the force, at
meagre salaries and petty graft. They
would be™—he shrugged his shoulders
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closed and fastened door. And b
knew something else, l'to other womay
E |
ome =

& this girl who without hope I
grief met It with & high besd
COUrageous ayes.

He found a ocertain comtes, in
thing. Elinor had made & concession.
and Hilary Kingstas, lavish giver to
the parish poor, was ta be buried from
#t. Jude's, v

The Chief met Mr. Ward on the ter-
race and took off his hat Boroday.
in the dim hall, felt A certaln sease of
content. Nothing could have Besn

had ever so profoundly |
._!

T

The whole soene gnined
earum,

The Chief's visit was
had followed the bandite’ car and m!
it, and Anding himaeit In :

O i ]

his beat manner,
until this thing is
community”—he ¢ his
“the community will not lose
it best citizsens without &
towt.”

With the coroner hs went up
atairs and into old Hilary's room.
Chief glanced about while
examination was being made,

“Nies room.” he sald. “But
lot of good it does tha ald
now! Niews little girl downetalre,
I've acen that chap in the hall sdme
whare.” -

The coroner drew th. ahest Bp ever
Milary's peaceful face,

““Tha preacher? They all ook “
It's the vest and the collar.'” "

“The other man, with the asesnl.

German, T take it, or—Russian.”
Boroday was walting for

*Never.” ¥
CHAPTER 1Iv.
R lived alone after S
funeral Heanrlstts, who had
now & chance to practise

But Elinor protested
“l shall want to kesp up the
urday dinners. Let things stay
they are for & time”

pl.-\l!‘

¢

Henrlotte ratsed her hands. . .«

“Things are changed.” she eried
“You are alons hers now. Ta have
those four men"——

=

GOING AWAY FOR
SUMMER? Remember The
ning World prints each week

The Newest

and Strangest

Story by

the Manmn Who Wrote

“TARZAN OF THE APES."

SWEETHEART PRIMEVAL

MThe Creator of the “TARZAN” Stories Is at His Very Best in This New Serial.

By Edgar Rice Burroughs,:

WILL BEGIN IN NEXT MONDAY'S EVENING WORLD,
READ IT!W




